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By M. L. van Vorst. 


Over the crust of the hard white snow 
The little feet of the reindeer go 
{H/ish, hush, the winds are low). 

And the fine little bells are ringing! 
Nothing can reach thee of woe or harm — 
Safe is the shelter of mother’s arm 
[Hush, hush, the wind *s a charm). 

And mother’s voice is singing. 

Father is coming — he rides apace; 

Fleet are the steeds with the winds that race 
[Hush, hush,for a little space)'. 

The snow to his mantle’s clinging. 


His flying steed with the wind’s abreast — 
Here by the fire are warmth and rest 
[Hush, hush, in your little nest). 

And mother’s voice is singing. 

Over the crust of the snow, hard by, 

The little feet of the reindeer fly 
[Hush, hush, the wind is high). 

And the fine little bells are ringing! 
Nothing can reach us of woe or harm — 
Safe is the shelter of father’s arm 
[Hush, hush, the wind *s a charm). 

And mother’s voice is singing. 
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